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" Perhaps if I might come again another
day . . /' he faltered. Even if the box
were mended she could never put the things
back again; they had escaped for ever.

" No," she said. " I don't think it would
do any good/'

He wanted to assure her that it would, that
between them they could make it right again ;
but a deeper impulse compelled him to say:

" No, perhaps not. . . .   Good-bye/'

There was nothing else to be done. They
shook hands. Even in his lightest grasp he
seemed to touch the very bones. How slim
and frail she was! It added to his burden
of guilt. He crept out of the house like a
criminal into the late and leaden afternoon.

The fire that had blazed in him a few
minutes since was burning low, muffled and
choked by his sense of guilt. The breathless,
brooding sky would put it out altogether, he
felt, yet it smouldered on. As he turned
the edge of the wood and passed out of view
of the cottage, the distant mutter of thunder
began. Lower than the drone of the reapers,
it dominated them. Sullen drops of rain
fell, one by one* A shiver of warning passed
through the tree-tops. The weight began to
lift from his heart again.